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Douglastown


 Section 1 —
Orphaned

Nona’s daughter was 14 when she became pregnant, 15
when she gave birth to the baby boy she would not live to know.

After a difficult delivery, the young mother started
to bleed. By the time the midwife decided to call an ambulance, it
was already too late. At that it was another 90 minutes for the
ambulance to get there from Brightwood Crossing. The young mother
was pronounced dead by the attendant, while the driver busied
himself getting someone to sign the call slip.

Nona noticed that the baby’s feet did not look
right, but in the hopeless rush to save the young mother, she
wrapped the infant in a blanket and laid him aside. Later, when
Nona and her friend Glynnis next door tended to the baby and washed
him up, they discovered what did not look right: the baby’s feet
were turned in and his ankles bent.

The next day Nona’s neighbors and some friends of
the young mother buried her body with a simple funeral from the
church. Nona, distraught, stayed home with Glynis and cared for the
baby. Others offered to be with the baby and let Nona attend the
funeral, but Nona would not let the infant out of her grasp.

And over and over Nona would ask herself the
question that would come to haunt her: How? How did her
daughter turn from the sparkling, laughing, light-hearted young
girl, bright and studious in school, her mother and father’s pride
and joy — how did she turn from this into the sullen teenager whose
only interest was getting out of the house and hanging out with the
wrong crowd?

Was it after the young girl’s father, a supervisor
at the quarry, was killed when a carload of rock got away and
crushed him? Was it the trauma of Nona’s grief over losing her
husband? Was it when Nona was forced to leave her home in company
housing and take her daughter to live in the Mockingbird Project in
Douglastown in the Maryville Region?

What else should she have done? What could
she have done?

As for the baby’s father: it was a secret her
daughter did not reveal.

Certainly no one stepped forward to claim
responsibility.

After the young girl was buried, her older cousin
down the street and that cousin’s boyfriend and his friends and
some of the younger neighbors came back to the house, passed around
the flasks, ate what food Nona had in the house, and bemoaned what
they could not change. And of course the more they drank of the
flasks, the more they cried and carried on over the death of the
baby’s mother, Nona’s only daughter, at the age of 15.

Now you cry! Nona thought.

And after the crying and carrying on died down, and
the flasks were empty, and the mother’s cousin and her boyfriend
and his friends and the younger neighbors had gone home, Nona and
her friend Glynnis next door were able to get back to the subject
of the baby and the baby’s feet.

By then it was apparent that it wasn’t just
“something wrong.” A gross deformity left the baby’s feet turned in
and his ankles bent, a deformity that would become more and more
evident as the baby started to grow into the toddler he would
become. Especially when the little boy started to take his first
steps, wobbling from one side to the other, it was clear he was a
severely crippled child.

Glynnis next door pronounced that a misfortune such
as this was caused only by the Great Spirit. In this case, she
decided, it was to avenge the evil done by his father — whoever he
was and whatever terrible sin he had done, on top of the sin of
abandoning such a young mother. And Glynnis, seeing the baby’s feet
turned in and his ankles bent, advised Nona to cover the baby’s
feet and ankles with blankets and not let the word get around about
the great misfortune because hadn’t there been enough already? With
her daughter, dead at age 15? And getting over that? And why not
let well enough alone?

And so Nona kept the baby wrapped in a blanket,
which didn’t look that unusual, a baby that little. And a
good-looking baby at that. And she named the baby Mbasa Kilu, which
meant “wild goat.” And when her friend Glynnis next door asked why
she named the baby Mbasa Kilu, which meant “wild goat,” Nona said:
“Because that was my father’s name.”

“Em-bah-sa,” said Glynnis, testing the syllables on
her tongue. “Yes,” said Nona. “Mbasa Kilu: that is his name.”

* * * * *

Despite her grief over her daughter — in fact, all
the more so because of it — Nona resolved that she would
bring up this baby, that she would give him what she had not been
able to give her daughter.

“I lost my daughter,” said Nona, “but I will not
lose this child.” And in the years that followed Mbasa Kilu in turn
loved Grandmother Nona; loved her, in fact, like he would have
loved his own mother, barely a teenager, now gone to her grave.

So Mbasa Kilu spent a good deal of the early months
pretty much wrapped in a blanket. And when people asked Nona about
her grandson, she always said, “He’ll be fine.”

But her friend Glynnis next door made the gesture of
Not-Right-in-the-Head, which people understood. Because
Glynnis considered Not-Right-in-the-Head a lesser
misfortune, like something inconvenient for now, but might be okay,
say, in a year or so, or in a few months even. And Glynnis thought
it best not to let word get around about the great misfortune of
the feet and ankles, which was a much worse misfortune than
Not-Right-in-the-Head, and if you saw it you knew it would
not be okay in a few months or in a year or so or ever.
Especially, reasoned Glynnis, since it was caused by the Great
Spirit to avenge the sin of an evil father, whoever he was and
whatever terrible deed he had done, who would then abandon such a
young mother, without owning up to his responsibility for the baby
he had fathered. So why not let well enough alone? Even though, of
course, word did get around. But at least people talked
about it in whispers and not directly to Nona. Which after all,
after what happened to her daughter, hadn’t she suffered
enough?

Of course Mbasa Kilu slept very often when he was a
baby. But before long he was not a baby, but a toddler. Then not a
toddler, but a little boy. And a little boy couldn’t sit around all
day with his feet under a blanket. He wanted to be up and doing
something, even if that made his wobbling steps all the more
pitiful. So Nona let him play outside. “But stay in the back yard,”
she told him, and gave him her husband’s old football out of the
trunk. “This was your grandfather’s,” she told him, and showed him
how to kick it up and down the back yard. Even with the great
misfortune of the feet and ankles, Mbasa Kilu was able to kick the
football up and down the back yard, which he did sometimes for
hours.

Until the day he kicked the ball out of the back
yard, over the fence — three times! The third time Grandmother Nona
had to fetch the ball, she brought him into the lane out front, and
showed him how to kick the ball into the tree. “You can do it while
the kids are in school,” she told him. Because in the afternoon
when the kids came home from school it was time for Every
Woman’s Love and True Crime Scenes on TV, anyway. And
every morning Mbasa Kilu enjoyed going out front in the lane and
kicking the ball up into the tree and watching it bounce back down,
one branch at a time.

After a few weeks of kicking the ball up into the
tree and watching it bounce back down, one branch at a time, Mbasa
Kilu learned to kick it higher and higher. But since he kicked by
himself, nobody really noticed how high he was kicking it. When
Grandmother Nona called him in for lunch and he begged for one last
kick and she said okay and he kicked it, it would take longer and
longer for the ball to bounce back down, one branch at a time. But
Grandmother Nona thought this was just another way for him to fool
around outside and not come in sooner. She didn’t realize he was
kicking it higher and higher. And if any of the neighbor ladies
happened to look out and see him kicking in the lane, taking his
wobbly steps to retrieve the ball, they said, “There’s Nona’s
grandson again. Poor kid.” Or, “He should be in school, except . .
.” And they would trail off. Or they would make the gesture of
Not-Right-in-the-Head.

* * * * *

Now Mbasa Kilu, playing by himself, did not talk
much. So Grandmother Nona did the talking for him. “You want a
banana, don’t you,” she would say to him when he appeared by her
side in the kitchen. And if Grandmother Nona did not understand, he
would point to what he wanted, or reach for it. “Oh, it’s a cracker
you want,” she would say. And

— providing it was not to be had for supper —
she would give it to him. And she took him by the hand when she
visited her friends for tea.

“He wants a cracker,” she would say to her friends.
Or if there were bananas on the counter, “He sees those bananas,”
she would say. And her friends understood, and were glad to find
something to do for the little boy who had suffered a great
misfortune at birth. They could always give him a cracker, or a
banana.

And that was not like saying everything was okay.
Not like saying the terrible sin of his father was okay. It was
like saying, We know about the great misfortune, the feet turned
in and the ankles bent. It was like saying, We know why it
is. But still he likes to eat.

So of course people saw the child Mbasa Kilu, and
the feet turned in and the ankles bent, the way he walked with
wobbly steps, and that he did not talk much, but only watched TV or
kicked the football in the lane. Or that instead of asking for
food, he looked at food he wanted, or reached for it without
talking, or — more often than not — that Grandmother Nona
anticipated it. And they accepted it, because they knew it was the
result of the terrible misfortune, caused by the Great Spirit to
avenge the sin of his father. But they also explained it by the
gesture of Not-Right-in-the-Head, which was easier for
people to understand, since they didn’t even know who the father
was, much less what evil thing he had done. So they accepted it,
and they knew that once kids came home from school the boy was
better safe in the house with Grandmother Nona watching Every
Woman’s Love than out in the neighborhood where some kid
playing football would Boom! knock into him and bowl him
over, and so on. And that is the story of Mbasa Kilu’s childhood:
In the morning: playing in the lane with the football; and in
the afternoon: safe in the house with Grandmother Nona.

This, of course, was before the arrival of the White
Franciscan Sisters, which happened the year Mbasa Kilu turned
12.

* * * * *

The year Mbasa Kilu turned 12, the White Franciscan
Sisters came to Douglastown and started the Douglastown Free Lunch
Program, and the Douglastown Free Breakfast Program, and the
Douglastown Senior Citizens Soup Kitchen Program, and the
Douglastown Home Visitation Program, and so on and so on. The White
Franciscan Sisters were known as a force to be reckoned with.

When Grandmother Nona let the two sisters from the
Home Visitation Team in, Mbasa Kilu was sitting in front of the TV.
“He doesn’t talk much,” she told them. “You can ask me if you don’t
understand.” And with that Mbasa Kilu looked up and said,
“Channel 11 — the Station that Greets the Nation!” And:
“Even upside down, it’s still an X!” And then he pointed at
the kitchen counter. “He wants one of those bananas he sees on
the counter!” he said. So much for the boy who did not talk
much.

After that, when the sisters talked to Grandmother
Nona, they did not buy the gesture of Not-Right-in-the-Head,
and did not buy the idea of safe in the house watching Every
Woman’s Love, and did not buy the fear of out in the
neighborhood Boom! Mbasa Kilu getting bowled over, and so
on.

So they came in the White Van and hauled Mbasa Kilu
and Grandmother Nona off to see the principal at the White
Franciscan Sisters’ School and had the White Franciscan Sisters’
School Psychologist test Mbasa Kilu. “He won’t answer you,” said
Grandmother Nona. But after receiving an M&M candy for his
first answer, Mbasa Kilu spoke up and answered all the test
questions of the White Franciscan Sisters School Psychologist. And
she found that watching Every Woman’s Love (and — when
Grandmother Nona dozed off in her chair — Sesame Street and
CNN World News Tonight) and reading TV Guide and the
directions on instant soup and so on, placed Mbasa Kilu, age 12, on
a second-grade level in language and reading skills. And probably
beyond that in number skills because he knew “one and one-half cups
of water” and “boil for 30 seconds” and “3:30pm on Channel 11” and
so on, even though he didn’t understand plus, minus, multiply, and
divide.

So much for the gesture of
Not-Right-in-the-Head. So much for the fear of Boom!
bowled over, and so on. The White Franciscan Sisters told
Grandmother Nona the White Van would be there every morning at 7:30
to pick up Mbasa Kilu and deliver him to the White Franciscan
Sisters’ School, where during the first summer he spent every
morning in the computer learning center and soon understood plus,
minus, multiply, and divide, and by September, age 13, was ready to
enter fourth grade, only four years behind. Furthermore, after six
years’ watching Every Woman’s Love, there were plenty of
ways he was four years ahead!

From then on Grandmother Nona did not use the
gesture of Not-Right-in-the-Head, which she had started to
feel uncomfortable with anyway, seeing how bright he was growing up
to be. And as for the revenge of the Great Spirit, sometimes
Grandmother Nona thought, How can the Great Spirit wish to take
revenge on a newborn baby? Why would a spirit who is great do such
a thing? She did not know the answer, but she no longer accepted
the idea of revenge. Especially the idea of punishing the father
for his sin by wreaking revenge on this innocent baby, her
grandson.

* * * * *

It was here, at the White Franciscan Sisters’
School, Mbasa Kilu first learned about the job of Mission
Caretaker, because the principal of the White Franciscan Sisters’
School said Mbasa Kilu should learn job skills, which he did by
staying after school and sweeping up the classrooms after class and
helping Mister Winston, who was a great-grandfather from the
U.S.A., wash windows and clean up the Boys’ Room. And the principal
of the White Franciscan Sisters’ School gave Mbasa Kilu a check
every two weeks for this staying and sweeping and so on, and, of
course, Grandmother Nona was glad to see the check, even though the
neighbor lady, who watched CNN and Courtroom of the Air and
was wise in such matters, said: “I mean, fourth grade!
Aren’t there child labor laws?” But of course, Mbasa Kilu was 13,
even though only in fourth grade, and Grandmother Nona made the
What-Can-I-Say? gesture, because she liked the extra check
every two weeks, which bought milk and bread but also four or five
extra lottery tickets, and anyway: Who would be crazy enough to
tangle with the White Franciscan Sisters?

So the White Franciscan Sisters taught Mbasa Kilu
academics, and they saw that he learned job skills from Mister
Winston the Mission Caretaker, who was a great-grandfather. But
they also tried to help him, though to no avail, with the problem
of the feet turned in and the ankles bent. The White Franciscan
Nurse Sister at the White Franciscan Sisters’ School made
arrangements for Grandmother Nona to take Mbasa Kilu to various
doctors in nearby villages, paying their cab fare both ways. And
once the White Franciscan Nurse Sister drove Mbasa Kilu and
Grandmother Nona all the way to the Imperial Medical Center Annex
in Brightwood Crossing to see the Big Doctor there. But every place
it was the same story: every doctor said, “If we had seen him
before he was a year old. . . . Even before he was a month old. .
.”

And this, of course, depressed Grandmother Nona,
because she knew the doctors and the Big Doctor at the Imperial
Medical Center Annex in Brightwood Crossing could have helped Mbasa
Kilu. Even though her friend Glynnis next door said the doctors did
not understand the workings of the Great Spirit. Because, she said,
it was the Great Spirit who laid this affliction on Mbasa Kilu,
avenging the sin of his father. She also said that whether Mbasa
Kilu was a month old, or a year old, or 5 years old, or 13 years
old, which he then was, there was no getting around the Great
Spirit. But Grandmother Nona no longer believed this, no longer
believed that the Great Spirit had revenge on her grandson, and so
she stopped talking about it with her friend Glynnis.

* * * * *

Then there was the girl Ofi Leiya. At the White
Franciscan Sisters’ School Mbasa Kilu had trouble with spelling
words. And the girl Ofi Leiya, who was 9, and known by the White
Franciscan Sisters to be at the top of the class in every subject,
including spelling words, was assigned by the White Franciscan
Fourth Grade Teacher Sister to hear Mbasa Kilu’s spelling words and
to teach him the spelling of words he did not know. And, in fact,
it was Ofi Leiya, then only 9, who discovered that Mbasa Kilu
wasn’t really hearing the sounds of words the same as everybody
else, and the White Franciscan Sisters’ School Nurse checked Mbasa
Kilu’s hearing and ears and discovered he had a chronic ear
infection which stopped up his ears and made sounds seem different
to him. And Grandmother Nona was given four weeks of antibiotic
pills to give Mbasa Kilu. And soon his ear infection was cured,
once and for all, and he heard the same sounds as everyone
else.

So Mbasa Kilu learned spelling words, and got rid of
his ear infection, and from then on he did better in school, and
heard Grandmother Nona more clearly, and heard better the sounds of
Every Woman’s Love and CNN World News Tonight and
even the whispers of those who made the gestures of
Not-Right-in-the-Head when he passed. So the girl Ofi Leiya,
though she was only 9, and four years younger than Mbasa Kilu,
helped him with spelling words, and the ear infection, and so on.
And played a key role in getting him off to a good start at the
White Franciscan Sisters’ School.

And that is the story of how Ofi Leiya met Mbasa
Kilu, and what part she played in his early life.

* * * * *

So Mbasa Kilu was doing better with his spelling
words, and hearing better, and doing well in school, overall,
considering he was four years behind his age group. But he was not
doing well in all ways, and often he thought of the days of sitting
safe at home beside Grandmother Nona watching Every Woman’s
Love. And this is the story of some of the ways Mbasa Kilu was
not doing well.

First, there was the classroom. Kids remembered all
those years of the Not-Right-in-the-Head gesture. So when he
missed a spelling word or got a multiply or divide wrong, somebody
would make the gesture of Not-Right-in-the-Head. Especially
since he was taller than every other kid, why shouldn’t he know
even harder spelling words and tougher multiply and divides?
Not-Right-in-the-Head, kids said. That’s why.

The girl Ofi Leiya, 9 years old and thought to be
tops in every subject, held her breath when it was Mbasa Kilu’s
turn at spelling words. She did not pay attention to
Not-Right-in-the-Head. Nor did the White Franciscan Sisters,
nor Mister Winston, the great-grandfather from the U.S.A., who
taught Mbasa Kilu the job of Mission Caretaker, and saw how clever
he was, despite the feet turned in and the ankles bent.

Okay, but this is not the story of clever. It is the
story of not-so-good. And in spite of clever, there were plenty of
ways in which Mbasa Kilu was doing not-so-good. For example, the
playground, the second example of not-so-good. Even with his feet
turned in and his ankles bent, Mbasa Kilu was taller than all the
kids by several inches. But he was never chosen for football by the
kids in his class. Why? Because try throwing him the ball.
Boom! Off his chest. Try kicking him the ball. Boom!
Between his legs, or off his nose. All those early years of
Every Woman’s Love and “boil for thirty seconds” plus the
feet turned in and the ankles bent didn’t make Mbasa Kilu better on
the playground. CNN World News couldn’t prevent Boom!
off his chest. Even kicking the ball in the lane all morning
couldn’t prevent Boom! off his chest. Thus Mbasa Kilu was
never chosen for football by the kids in his class. Sister Ann
McDermott — in charge of playground — saw this. So she took aside
Tedu Ngraeba. “Why can’t Mbasa Kilu be allowed to play?” she asked.
“Why can’t one of the teams choose him?”

Now Tedu Ngraeba was the tallest boy in school. He
carried the gold cross at the head of processions. He was thought
to be the undisputed number one on the football pitch. But he was
also a leader, and that is why Sister Ann McDermott took him
aside.

He explained the situation to Sister Ann McDermott.
He would not allow other kids to snicker at Mbasa Kilu, or make
gestures of Not-Right-in-the-Head. But, of course, he did
not choose him for football, either. Who would? What with
Boom! Off his chest? Instead, he proposed a compromise to
Sister Ann McDermott. Tedu Ngraeba said he would teach Mbasa Kilu
to kick the ball — but on the sideline, where there was no danger
of Boom! off his chest. That way the game would not have to
be slowed down for the other boys, but Mbasa Kilu could still play.
On the sideline, of course.

The White Franciscan Sisters were not big on
compromises, but because it was Tedu Ngraeba, Sister Ann McDermott
agreed to give it a try. That afternoon Tedu Ngraeba took Mbasa
Kilu aside to teach him to kick the ball into the practice goal,
which was off to the side. On the very first attempt Mbasa Kilu
demonstrated the style he had learned in the lane, which was to
kick the ball high in the air — far higher than any goal. After the
fourth such attempt it was clear Mbasa Kilu had his own unique
style of kicking. So Tedu Ngraeba gave an extra football to Mbasa
Kilu on the sidelines. Practice kicking at the Great Oak
Tree, he told Mbasa Kilu. And Tedu Ngraeba made a fist at any
boy who snickered. So that was how Tedu Ngraeba was involved.

* * * * *

And so, finally, the third part of the story of
not-so-good. Even if Mbasa Kilu got all his spelling words right,
even if on the sidelines he managed to kick the extra football
Smack! into the great oak tree, there was the great
affliction of his birth, the misfortune laid on him by whoever
caused it, for whatever reason. Doing better with his spelling
words and plus and minus and so on did not change the fact that
Mbasa Kilu had the great affliction of his feet turned in and his
ankles bent. And this misfortune he had to deal with every morning
from the moment he set foot out the front door to walk down the
sidewalk to the White Van. And if you don’t know what it felt like
and looked like, just try walking out your front door and down your
front sidewalk to the White Van, wobbling from side to side, and up
the front sidewalk of school with all the kids standing around
before the bell rings, and down the hall to the classroom and down
to the lunchroom and back up to the Computer Learning Center, and
so on and so on, with your feet turned in and your ankles bent. Try
doing that every morning. Not-so-good, you would say.
Not-so-good!

* * * * *

And one other thing happened one morning at the
White Franciscan Sisters’ School. One other thing neither good nor
bad, but which got attention. Some boys were playing with the
football in front of school, before the bell rang, and the ball got
away. Walking up the front walk of school, his feet turned in and
his ankles bent, Mbasa Kilu saw the ball rolling toward him — and
he kicked it, just like he kicked his grandfather’s football at
home in the lane. And the ball soared up over the school entrance,
onto the roof. Mr. Winston, the Mission Caretaker, had to be called
to unlock the third floor storage and open the attic window so one
of the boys could climb out and get it. And from then on Mbasa Kilu
was known not only as the boy with the feet turned in and the
ankles bent, but the boy who kicked the ball on the roof.

* * * * *

Next was Maryville Regional Vocational High School,
where Mbasa Kilu and his classmates went after they graduated from
the White Franciscan Sisters’ School. The Maryville Regional
Vocational High School was on the grounds of the old Imperial
College, which of course was abandoned during the war and never
started up again. And the Maryville Regional Vocational High School
was actually run by the Brothers of St. Columban, who could have
called it St. Columban Vocational High School or St. Peter Claver
or St. Somebody but called it Maryville Regional Vocational High
School in order to get Revenue Sharing Grants from the Imperial
Government, which was a joke, since the Imperial Government went
broke. At least, after the government officials were paid off and
the police and the military officers were paid off there was
nothing left for vocational high schools and Revenue Sharing Grants
and so on. But at one time there was hope of grants for training
boys to learn a trade like carpenter and stonemason and machine
repair and the girls to weave brightly colored cloth and be nurses
and later midwives and so on.

And for Mbasa Kilu it was still no picnic, but at
least better. By the time he went to Maryville Regional Vocational
High School, Mbasa Kilu took the regular school bus, even though he
still wobbled from side to side when he walked, with his ankles
bent and his feet turned in. And riding the regular school bus made
him feel more like his classmates, listening to their jokes and
shouts, being pushed and jostled around getting off the bus, going
up the front walk of the school in a crowd. At least there wasn’t
any White Van, no going up the front walk by himself, with everyone
staring, and so on.

And there was football. At Maryville Regional
Vocational High School football was Number One. And Number One in
football was Tedu Ngraeba, who in grade school was the tallest boy,
in grade school carried the cross at the head of processions, and
now was the tallest and fastest boy at Maryville Regional
Vocational High School, and captain of the football team. Tedu
Ngraeba scored more goals, made more blocks, played more minutes,
headed off more passes, committed fewer fouls than any player ever
to attend Maryville Regional Vocational High School. Tedu Ngraeba
was the best football player ever to come from the Maryville
Region, the best ever in the entire Rangala Province. Long before
he graduated from the Maryville Regional Vocational High School
Tedu Ngraeba was a sure bet for the Douglastown Leopards.

And Tedu Ngraeba still looked out for Mbasa Kilu.
Every player knew Tedu Ngraeba wouldn’t stand still for any of the
gestures of Not-Right-in-the-Head. And Tedu Ngraeba
appointed Mbasa Kilu Official Mascot of the Maryville Regional
Vocational High School team, and always greeted him with
Nwoso!, which means fearsome, which was a battle cry of the
Maryville Regional Vocational High School team, which the team
shouted in unison when they broke their huddle. And when the team
broke their huddle, and in unison shouted Nwoso!, Tedu
Ngraeba would point Good Health! to Mbasa Kilu, and Mbasa
Kilu would smile and point Good Health! back. And then Tedu
Ngraeba would trot out to his position in the field.

During the team’s practice Tedu Ngraeba made sure
Mbasa Kilu had an extra football on the sidelines to kick at the
great oak tree, since he was the mascot of the team, even though he
could never play a regular game, because of his feet turned in and
his ankles bent.

And Ofi Leiya too was there at the Maryville
Regional Vocational High School. And in the halls she smiled at
Mbasa Kilu and said his name, and did not look down at his feet
like many did, and did not pretend not to see him, like others did.
And Ofi Leiya now and then put her tray beside his in the
cafeteria, when she was not surrounded by her friends and admirers,
and asked him about his Shop Project, and Business I; and Ofi Leiya
encouraged him about Speech I, which he hated, and gave him ideas
of what to talk about, and what to say, and how to look them in the
eye and say what he felt, from his heart. Which, of course, Mbasa
Kilu could never do when he stood in front of Speech I. But he
liked to hear Ofi Leiya talk about his heart, and he thought about
it for days after. And he even managed to get through his speech
class final exam, which was a how-to speech. In his speech, he
explained how to program the VCR to tape Every Woman’s Love
when you were at school, which none of the others in the class
understood, and even Sister Melissa Perkins, the Speech Teacher,
did not understand, but Mbasa Kilu got C-plus for the speech
anyway, which was a good grade.

* * * * * .

Another time in Speech I, the boys and girls were
told to give a talk to the class about what they liked
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